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| Know Why 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Julie for the BETA and for calling me a bitch in the nicest way! *hugs* This little bunny had been 


itching to be set free, and you guys should know my Lars muse hates being ignored! 


neunnnnnnnnnnne 


"That was nice," he says, lying on his back, running a hand through his sweaty ruffled hair. The same hair that 
| had been slipping my fingers through as we kissed moments ago. 


"Yea," | reply, wondering if he ever notices the sadness in my voice or the way | go to sleep a few moments 
before he gets up to leave. 


| wonder if he's ever caught on to me watching him as he gathers his clothes then shutting my eyes as he 
turns to me. 


Has he ever noticed my fake snores or the way | burrow my face into the pillow so he won't see the tears as 


he leaves me again. 


| know why he leaves though. He leaves because it's just sex. "We're not lovers," he has said, "lovers say they 


love each other." 


Yea, sure that works for him. It worked awhile for me too. Worked right up until | realized how much | was 


bullshitting myself. He thinks that if it's not said, if it remains unacknowledged, then it's not there. 


He thinks that if we don't cuddle after sex then we're not lovers. If he never spends the night, or leaves a 


toothbrush in my bathroom, then it's still casual sex. 


He thinks that if we don't say anything past "that was fun," or "same time next week," that means we are not 


lovers. 

He comes to me so he can escape his world, feel secure. He leaves me so he can go back to its madness and 
stress. He leaves so he can go back to his denial. 

He goes back to his world with them. The ones he trusts so much, but secretly despises. 

He goes back to his best friend, James, the one he won't tell about our relationship. He goes back to his new 
brother, Rob, the one who has taken my place. He goes back to his confidant, Kirk, the one who knows the 


truth, but won't pass judgment on us. 


He rolls off the bed and stretches his arms above his head. The arms that had been wrapped around my neck 


as we rode out our orgasms. 

This would be the point where | turn and hide my face as he gets dressed. The point where he waits until l'm 
‘sleeping’ before coming over and placing a soft kiss on my forehead. The point where he whispers a heart 
wrenching apology as | fake my slumber. 

That point isn't coming tonight. 


He scrubs his hands over his face a few times and sighs. 


"Leaving so soon?" | ask rolling over so | am facing his back which sports scratches from our frantic love 


making all across it. He turns those vibrant green eyes on me, and dare | say it, he looks startled, 
"Well, ja.not like | have any reason to stay 


| wince at his words, and don't bother to wipe away the wetness that is now on my cheeks. Let him see my 


torment. 


"Why don't you spend the night?" | venture, acting like the response | know I'm going to get isn't going to kill 


me. 


He gets up and shakes his head, quickly shielding his muscled body with the sheet. | don't know why he bothers 
though. I've seen and touched every inch of the flesh that he's trying so desparately to hide from me. 


"That's not a good idea, Jase.." 

"Why not? Its not like you have anyone to go home to. Lots of couples stay--" 

"We are not a couple, Jase! We are friends with an arrangement," he says, looking almost terrified. 

"In the eight months we've been having sex, how many other people have you slept with?" | ask casually. 


"That's none of your fucking business, Newsted!" He's angry. Pissed off because | hit on something that he's 
atraid of. 


"| know how many, Lars. None. You haven't fucked a roadie or a groupie since we have gotten together." 


He scoffs and bends to retrieve his pants, pulling them on in jerky motions. "You don't know shit, Jason! It's 


none of your business who | fuck." 


Now I'm pissed. How dare he? | get up and let the sheet fall. Let him see the red marks from his gentle nibbles 
on my chest. Let him see the hickey on my throat or the two tiny punctures on my thigh. The ones he kissed 


so tenderly as | came down from one of the many orgasms of the night. 


Let him see my naked flesh where moments before he had been kissing, teasing, and caressing. The marks 


where he soothed my heated flesh with his tongue. 


"None of my business!" | cry, throwing my hands in the air. "It damn well is my business when you're coming 


to me every other day. Its my fucking business to know where your cock was before it was in my ass!" 


Something flickers in his eyes and he just stands there, shirt in hand. He shakes himself and curses. "| don't 
need this shit from you, Jason. You knew what this was when it started, if you can't deal with it." He looks 
away, putting on his black t-shirt, slipping a foot into a sneaker. 


"Yea, Uli," my voice is calmer; | know | have him cornered. "I knew what it was when it started. But | also know 


what ¡Fs grown into." 
He doesn't move, just stands with his back to me. 
"You don't have to say it, Lars, | can feel it. Just because you push it away and tell yourself one thing, doesn't 


make the real thing go away." 
That gets him. He turns and | get the deer in the headlights look | have been waiting for. 


"ls fucking over, Jason! If you can't deal with it, ya know what? Fuck it! 
Fuck you, fuck your fucking ideas, fuck all this shit!" He rants, searching the room for his remaining sneaker. 


"You wanna know how | know?" | ask, he doesn't answer, but his movements slow down, become less desperate. 
"You never use a condom, not since the first few times we were together. | know you, Uli, if you were still 
fucking groupies and shit you wouldn't risk doing that with me. | know because you apologize every time you 
leave. l'm never asleep when you go, Lars. I've felt every kiss goodbye, heard every apology, and know that 
every time you sit there and watch me for awhile before you go. You don't do that shit when it's casual sex," 


| spit out the last two words, letting them feel like a curse on my lips. 

Lars just shakes his head, "No," he says, meeting my eyes with an unreadable gaze. His lips are tight, and his 
muscles tense. "| don't feel guilty," he says making his way to the door, compensating his stride for the missing 
sneaker. 


"| never mentioned guilt." | whisper. 


"Stay the fuck away from me, Jason. If you know so much about me, then you should know that | want you 


the fuck out of my life." 


With that he storms out of the room, slamming the door behind him. | hear him rush down the steps and 
shortly after | hear my front door slam shut. 


| close my eyes, feeling the tears as they spill down my face. | pick up my bathrobe from the floor and put it 
on. Looking down | notice a black sneaker that is too small to be my own. 


| take it and go down to my front door. Maybe | can hit him in the back of the head with it as he leaves me. 
Again. 


Just as my fingers land on the door knob, there is a knock on the other side. 
| don't answer at first, but a few thuds later | take a deep breath and open it. 


Our eyes lock, and | see the tear tracks on his face. He's looking at me with the same gentle green gaze that 


I'm used to seeing when he leaves. 
"I'm.uh..sorry, Jase." he says, and | put a hand out to caress his cheek. 


He leans into the touch like a kitten, and looks up at me from under those impossibly long lashes. "Forgot my 


shoe.." he whispers, just before our lips meet, and our tongues begin a passionate and loving duel. 


| know why he left all those times, and | know why he won't leave again. 
Now | know why he comes back 


~THE END- 


